54 illumination comes the ordeal of rock out of which must
be born the spark which is to fire the world. I speak in
broad, swift images because to move from place to place in
Greece is to become aware of the stirring, fateful drama
of the race as it circles from paradise* to paradise. Each
halt is a stepping stone along a path marked out by the
gods. They are stations of rest, of prayer, of meditation,
of deed, of sacrifice, of transfiguration. At no point along
the way is it marked FINIS. The very rocks, and no-
where on earth has God been so lavish with them as in
Greece, are symbols of life eternal. In Greece the rocks
are eloquent: men may go dead but the rocks never. At a
place like. Hydra, for example, one knows that when a
man dies he becomes part of his native rock. But this
rock is a living rock, a divine wave of energy suspended in
time and space, creating a pause of long or short dura-
tion in the endless melody. Hydra was entered as a pause
in the musical score of creation by an expert calligrapher.
It is one of those divine pauses which permit the musician,
when" he resumes the melody, to go forth again in a
totally new direction. At this point one may as well throw
the compass away. To move towards creation does one
need a compass? Having touched this rock I lost all sense
of earthly direction. What happened to me from this
point on is in the nature of progression, not direction.
There was no longer any goal beyond—I became one
with the Path. Each station thenceforth marked a pro-
gression into a new spiritual latitude andlongitude. Myce-
nae was not greater than Tiryns nor Epidaurus more
beautiful than Mycenae: each was different in a degree
for which I had lost the circle cff comparison. There is
only one analogy I can make to explain the nature of this
illuminating voyage which began at Poros and ended at
Tripolis perhaps two months later. I must refer the reader
to the ascension of Seraphita, as it was glimpsed by her

